The Bitlorie of 

Ran fearfully among the trembling rcedes, 

And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 
Blood-ftainedwich thefe valiant combatans, 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her worktngwith luch deadly wounds, 

Nor neuer could the noble Mortimer, 

Receiue fo many, and all willingly: 

Then let him not be flandered with revolt. 

King. Thou doft bely him Percy, thou dofi bely him, 

He neuer did encounter with Glendorver , 

I tell thee, he durft as well haue met the Diuell alone, 

As Owen g lendower for an enemy. 

Art thon not aiham’d ? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not hearey ou fpeake of Mortimer , 

Send me your prisoners with the fpeedieft meanes, 

Or you (hallhearein fucha kind from me. 

As will difpleafeyou.My Lord Northumberland , 

We licence your departure withy our fonne, 

Send vs your prifoners,or you will hearc of it. Exit King 

Hot. And if the diuell come and roare for them, 

I will not fend them : I will after ftraight 
And tell himfo, for I will eafe my heart, 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. What?drunke with cholerfftay and paufe awhile, 
Heere comes your Vnckle. 

Hot. Speake of C Mortimer l 
Zounds I wil fpeake ofhim,and let my foule 
Want mercy if I doe not ioyne with him: 

Yea on his part. He empty all theft vemes, 

^nd Ihedmy deare bloud,drop by drop i’th dull, 

But I wil lift the downe-trod Mortimer , 

Ashigh in 'th ayre as this vnthankfull King, 

,4s this ingrate andcankred Bullmgbrooke. 

Nor. Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad. 

Wor. Who ftrooke this heat vp after I was gone ? 

Hot. He wil forfooth haue all my prifoners, 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once againe 

Of my wiues brother, then his cheeke lookt pale, 
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And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 

Trembling cuen at the name of tJMortimcr. 

Wor. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next ofbloud? 

Nor, He was; I heard the Proclamation, 

^ndthen it was, when the vnhappy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did let rortn 
Vpon his Irijb expedition; 

Fromwhence he intercepted, did returne 

To be depos’d and fhortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide-mouth 
Liue fcandaliz’d and foulie fpoken off. 

H<tf..ButfoftI pray you, did King 'Rjcbard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer , 

Heire to the Crowne ? 

Nor. He did, my felfe did heare it. 

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame hiscoofin King, 

That wifht him on the barren mountaines ftaruc. 

But Hull it be that you that fet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 

And for his fake weare the detefted blot 
Of murtherousfubornation } fhall it be 
That you a world ofcurfesvndergoe. 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond meanes, 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if that I defeend fo low, 

T o fliew the line and the predic ament. 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtile King. 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe daies. 

Or fill vp Cronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and.power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 

(As both of you God pardon it haue done) 

To put downe Richard that fweet louely Role, 

^nd plant this thorne, this canker Bullmgbrooke t 
And fhall it in more fhame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool’d,difcarded,and fhooke off 
By him, for whom thefe fiiames ye vnder- went? 


